tight through my room* The eurhythmic lady has put out
a plate of herring salad as a surprise for me, and Mathilde
is sitting on the palm of my left hand. I can feel her little
heart beating with confidence and yet poised for flight.
Do you know the indescribable feeling of well-being that
comes when one has been able to break through one's
circle of loneliness and reach out to another creature ? I
have become very egoistic, but do not think less of me for
that reason. You arc now almost well again and do not
need my sympathy any more, whereas yours for me is
becoming more and more indispensable. If you hear how
Professor Ambrosius is getting on, be sure and write to
me at once.
Your Helene.
Dear Kranich, dear, good friend,
I am sitting like a child in front of the Christmas
presents you sent me, laughing and crying—yes, stub-
born and hard-bitten creature that I am, I am crying big
fat tears of emotion and gratitude. What on earth put
the blessed idea into your head of giving me all the little
articles of clothing that I have been worrying about so
bitterly ? Can a man possibly know what it means to
unfold such tiny vests—to wonder at them, to touch
them ? It makes it all a living warm reality already. I
can imagine the tiny kicking limbs in the little jackets
and wrappings. I am absurdly happy.
I have not written to you for a long time. Forgive me;
I have had a bad time to get through, and I have built a
hard shell about me, and have crouched within it silently
and remotely, like a mussel. Now it is all over and—as
is so often die case—something beautiful and happy has
grown out of the struggle. Let me confess and tell you all
about it.
Do you know the conditions under which a destitute,
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